TWO ON A TOWER
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SUNDAY morning came, and complicated her previous
emotions by bringing a new and unexpected shock to
mingle with them. The postman had delivered among
other things an illustrated newspaper, sent by a hand
she did not recognize ; and on opening the cover the
sheet that met her eyes filled her with a horror which
she could not express. The print was one which
drew largely on its imagination for its engravings,
and it already contained an illustration of the death
of Sir Blount Constantine. In this work of art he
was represented as standing with his pistol to his
mouth, his brains being in process of flying up to the
roof of his chamber, and his native princess rushing
terror-stricken away to a remote position in the thicket
of palms which neighboured the dwelling.

The crude realism of the picture, possibly harm-
less enough in its effect upon others, overpowered and
sickened her. By a curious fascination she would
look at it again and again, till every line of the en-
graver's performance seemed really a transcript from
what had happened before his eyes. With such details
fresh in her thoughts she was going out of the door to
make arrangements for confirming, by repetition, her
marriage with another. No interval was available for
serious reflection on the tragedy, or for allowing the
softening effects of time to operate in her mind. It
was as though her first husband had died that moment,
and she was keeping an appointment with another in
the presence of his corpse.
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